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M 1DsST the gay ſcenes, that wealth and rank diſplay, 
Pleaſure's bright gleam, and Fortune's golden day, 
Titled EL IZ A, will you deign to caſt 
One retroſpective glance on trials paſt ? 

Once more review what early ſufferings taught? 5 
Pupil of Poverty, tis worth a thought, 


THERE was a time, when at 'THAL1A's name 
Your young ambition kindled into flame; 
That flame extinguiſh'd, will you now refuſe 
A vacant hour to the once-honour'd Muſe? 10 
Will you, becauſe you need her aid no more, 
Diſmiſs your benefactreſs from your door? 
Periſh the thought! Let upſtart pride forget, 
You have not learnt that courtly leſſon yet; 
"Þ 2 No, 
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No, tho' the Ghoſt of Younger could awake, 15 
And this his awful depoſition make— 

* Fond, fooliſh Muſe, forbear to hope that ſhe 
Will give you welcome, who excluded me.“ 
Strong in belief, indignant I would fay, 

« 'Tis falſe ! prevaricating Shade, away!? 20 


Tux Man I knew, and pour'd into his heart 
No mighty portion of my ſcenic art, 
No changeful tones, no comic powers of face, 
No tuneful ear, and not one tragic grace; 
But Nature with benevolence endow'd 25 
His ſoul, and better attributes beſtow'd. 
What, tho' my ſtage with ſtep uncouth he trode ; 
Upright he walk'd in preſence of his God ; 
Heav'n's humble almoner, his bounty fd 
Heav'n's hungry creatures, when they ſu'd for bread ; 
And you, EL1za, you can witneſs bear, 0 
If he refus'd to hear the Widow's pray'r, 
When in each hand a ſupplicant ſhe bore, 
And houſeleſs genius ſhiver'd at his door. 
Here, whilſt her ſuit the mournful Mother preſt, 
The chords of mercy tingled in his breaſt; 36 
He heard the tale; on all, but chief on you, 
He look'd, nor doubted if the tale were true; 
Sad was your air, no token then betray'd _ 175 
The embrio Countels in the vagrant maid; 40 
Enough for him that pity made the plea, 


"Twas 
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CF 1 | 
"Twas then J took, and on his nurſing ſtage 
Foſter'd the future darling of the age 
He ſooth'd your ſorrows, I attun'd your voice, 45 
In him 'twas charity, in me 'twas choice. | q 
As yet your patron, doubtful of your ſtrength, CY 
Aſſign'd no character of weight or length, | | 
Cull'd out ſome pleaſing, not important part, 
And train'd you in the grammar of your art : 50 
Their young RostTTA all conſpir'd to chear, 
Simple the ſong, but candour deign'd to hear; 
For 'twas a promiſe, twas a bud unblown, 
A dawning beauty half-conceal'd, half-ſhewn : 
But when 'twas found with what increafing pace 55 
You paſs'd your rivals in Fame's eager race; 
When they beheld you picture to the life 
The courtly airs of TownLY's MoDIsH Wie, 
When MzRSE 's ſhores were taught ELiza's name, 
And counting-houſes echo'd to your fame, 60 
The ſons of commerce knew the time was near 
When ſtar ſo bright would ſeek a prouder ſphere : 
And rightly they divin'd, for now the day 
Comes ſadly on that ſummons you away; 
The fatal bill proclaims your laſt adieu, 65 
The houſe o'erflows, all eyes are fix d on you 
The play is o'er, and now advancing flow 
In all the mock ſimilitude of woe, 
Curtſying, you drop the well-diſſembled tear, 
Whilſt the loud plaudit vibrates in your ear; 70 
The curtain falls; the penſive crowd retires ; 
Them ſorrow freezes, you ambition fires. 
'® y 


Oh! give one thought to LIVERPOOL and me!“ 


So while the ſailor's longing eyes explore 
From the maſt's lofty top his native ſhore, 


On Vov NGER bent and ang voice you cry— 
3 % Where; 


* 

Nzxr morn behold ! with the firſt peep of day 
The coach attends, the driver warns away: 
The love-ſtruck trader, hurrying to the call, 
Bears the one box, that holds your little all ; 
Up the ſteep ladder as you climb, he eyes 
Your ſweet confuſion, and ſoft- ſighing cries— 
« 'Tho' ſoon, too ſoon, far diſtant we ſhall be, 


15 


> of 
No more; along the rattling ſtreets you fly, 


Whilſt the hoarſe ſailor roars “ Sweet BET IT, good bye!“ 


Now having chatted in the A eh ſtile 
With ſiſter and mama o'er many a mile, 


Time, that by ſure degrees, ſets all things right, 


8 
Brought the long wiſh'd- for Capital in fight : 
Not WnriTTINGTON could warmer tranſport feel, 
When hail'd Lord May'r by the prophetic peal, 
Than you, when firſt you ſaw huge clouds ariſe, 
Rolling their ſooty incenſe to the ſkies : 99 


Tho! fog and vapour veil the turbid air, 
He knows the haven of his hope is there. 


Now with accelerated ſpeed you ſweep 


And ſlacken'd traces down the impending ſteep; 'y 
Swift to your inn your rattling courſe you hold, 
Your inn, whoſe very croſs was cas'd with gold, 
Auſpicious omen ! Then with anxious eye 


99 
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« Where, Sir, oh where ſhall I find powers to pleaſe, 
And courage to encounter crowds like theſe ?”— 
Nought he replied, for now the throng was great, 
Gazing to ſee the coach diſcharge it's freight; 

This to avoid the charitable man "m6 5 
March'd filent forth with baggage in the van: 

The houſe appointed to receive his charge, 

Was nothing ſumptuous and not over-large ; 

A chamber two flights high, and over- head 

A decent 2 5 _ a truckle bed. „ 


HERE, while in fleep's ſoft arms entranc'd you he, 
Ideal forms your buſy fancy ply; | - 
I ſent the dream Low at your feet you ſee | 
A kneeling lover—Not much grac'd was he 
In form or feature, but full richly ſtor'd 115 
In gifts of fortune, and yclep'd My Lord: 
| Words at command and a perſuaſive tongue : 
He boaſted not, nor was he over-young, | 
But in his hand he held a purſe well lin'd— 
This fhall be your's,” he cried, © if you'll be kind.“ 
Indignant virtue all your boſom fir d— 121 
% Avaunt-!” you cried—the noble ſhade retir'd 
Short pauſe enſued, and now, with juſt diſdain 
Your heart high beating, ſee My Lord again 
A coronet he held, or ſeem'd to hold, 136 
With ſilver balls and oaken leaves of gold; 
Conſcious, abaſh'd, he cries, Oh maid divine, 
if pc * s this Prize, and let your hand be mine; 

"0 4 | For 
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a For ſoon as Heav'n permits, by Heay'n I yow 

This bridal toy ſhall glitter on your brow.” . 130 
More he had ſaid, when LVouvxe ER at your door 

With voice Stentorian trait began to roar— 

« BET TT, awake! equip yourſelf to meet 

The little Manager in Suffolk ſtreet.” 


Swift flies the dream, with ſudden ſtart you riſe, 135 


Round the bare walls you caſt your anxious eyes; 
No kneeling Lord, no coronet is there, 
?Tis blank illuſion all, and empty air. 


Your ſimple toilette o'er, you haſten down 
In youthful bloom and beauty all your o.. 
« Welcome, my girl! I like that modeſt dreſs,” 
Your Patron cried, © fair omen of ſucceſs.” _ | 
Nor more, for whilſt he fram'd his lips to ſpeak, 
The tear of joy bedew'd his manly cheek, 
And in the mute expreſſion of the heart 145 
Said more, much more, than language can impart. 


149 


Now uſher'd in by JEwEL's courteous hand, 
Before the maſter of your fate you ſtand ; 
Small was the lord, and not ſuperb the houſe, 
But woman's fears can magnify a mouſe: 
YoUNGER meanwhile, collected and awake . 
To all the claims that merit ought to make, | 
Boldly advanc'd his plea, then paus'd, and ſtood 
In full perſuaſfon that his plea was good; 


150 


Deep 
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Deep in the councils of a mightier ſtate, 123 
He knew to meaſure little kings by great. 


Tux moſt eccentric genius of the age 

By Royal Grant had rear'd a ſummer ſtage: 
Foor E, wild as DayDen's Zimri, SEEM'D TO BR 
Nor ONE, BUT ALL MANKIND'S EPITOME, 160 
And in the courſe of one ſhort ev'ning there 

Was poet, mimic, mountebank, and player. 

A truant wit he was, expell'd my ſchool 

For breaking bounds and ſpurning every rule; 

Nature he knew, yet laid aſide her book, 165 
And a ſtrange volume of chimæras took; 
Plot, probability, he held at nought, 
And only for extravagancies ſought; 

His powers of face unrival'd, and his flow 
Of wit a torrent, whelming friend and foe; 
Too ſoon elated, and as ſoon depreſs'd, 
Now ſought, now ſhun'd, here menac'd, there cateſs'd: : 
When want impell'd, or vanity inſpir'd, 

His genius glitter'd, and his fancy fir'd; 
Then take him in his humour's happieſt vein, 
« You ne'er will look upon his like again,” 
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CoLMAN now fill'd his ſeat, no vine name, 

If meaſurd by the ſtature of his fame, | 
And tho' ſometimes, like Foor E, with gibes and jeſts 
He aim'd to entertain his ſummer gueſts, 
An author of more ſolid parts was he, | 
Learn'd, and right loyally attach'd to me; 


180 


Not 
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Not 8 he grac'd his native ſtage, 

But pluck'd freſh laurels from a diſtant age, | 
SGiv'n my poor Punic bard a ſecond home, 185 
And naturalized the ſlave of ancient Rome: 
Therefore it was, when in an evil day 

The jewel of his mind was ſnatch'd away, 

When his ſpent brain, in wild diſorder toſt, 

Was to himſelf, his friends, his country loſt, 190 
His genius blaſted in it's tow'ring flight, 
And foul enlighten'd plung'd in endleſs night, 
Pitying I faw my ſervant ſunk fo low 

In the laſt mournful ſtate of human woe, 
Snatch'd his pale trophy from the hand of death, 195 
And on the Son beſtow'd the Father's wreath. 


AND may that Son improve with pious care, 
The laurel'd honours he is giv'n to wear! 
For *tis a loan, a talent put to uſe, 


Which he muſt neither bury nor abuſe; 200 
Tis not the chaplet of voluptuous flowers, | 
That deck'd ANAacREoN in his ſocial hours; D 


Nor roſe nor ivy in that wreath he'll find, 
Nor the vine's wanton tendrils intertwin'd ; 
No garland by the hands of Venus wove © _. 205 
With myrtle gather'd from the Paphian 1 

It is TxALIA's gift, a ſacred boon, 

Chaſte as the circlet of the filver moon, 

A laurel pluck'd from the Parnaſſian mount, 

And three times dipt in the Pierian fount— 210 


Guard 


RE 
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Guard it, my Son! by hands profane if torn, 
Each pointed fibre will become a thorn: 
Perſiſt, and triumph! leave dull ſouls to ſleep, 
Be your's the glorious toil to mount the ſteep, 
Till to that tow'ring citadel you riſe, 215 
Where Fame preſides, and SHAKSPEAR's banner flies. 


Ox you, EI. Iz A, and your gen' rous friend, 

Child of my love, once more my thoughts attend. 

In preſence of the CHIEF with modeſt air, 

Graceful you ſtand; from his judicial chair 220 

O' er your fair form his critic eye he glanc'd, 

And ſaw how true what Lou NG ER had advanc'd, 

But politic by ſtage- experience grown, 5 

Felt more conviction than he choſe to own; 

Con'd o'er your liſt of parts, and ſearch'd about 225 

For ſomething there, on which to hang a doubt, 

Then cries, as LADY TownLy meets his view— 

„Is this the Wife that Van and CoLLEV drew? 

And tell me, YouncEex, tell me on your word, 

Was Miſs my Lady, and were you my Lord? 230 

Oh well-pair'd couple, whence your nuptial ſtrife, 

So fond a huſband, and ſo fair a wife? | 

And would you not, young Lady, dread the rage 

Of the defrauded matrons of our ſtage ? 

Raviſh from AB1NnGTow this well earnt prize, 235 

And I'll not underwrite thoſe pretty eyes: 

Friend Younctr knows conceſſions of this kind 

% Are not amongſt the graces of her mind; 
8 5 Joux 
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« JohN PALMER, little tho' he cares for fame, 
Would huff and hector for his wedded dame; ; 240 
She, who has beat all competition down, 

% Goddeſs of taſte, the idol of the town, 

* Whom poets, politicians, peers combine 

« With me to worſhip as a thing divine, 

« Will ſhe permit this little thief to come 245 

And pick away her ſweetmeats, plumb by plumb? 

* She, of whom Cox RE VE, Fa RAR caught agleam, 
And VAN BRV OE ſketch'd in his proſpective dream, 
« Whom FLETCHER, tho' long ages roll between, 
“Brought with his Coryzn CAPTAIN on the ſcene, 
For ſure her ſoul was EsTIFANIA's then, 251 
« And is by tranſmigration her's again) 

* Heav'ns, if you take her BEATRICE away, 

« What will great SHAKSPEAR'S angry ſpirit ſay ? 

4 Therefore, as Nature will not give to her mee 
« Your youth, nor yet to you her powers transfer, | 
<« Re warn'd, fair candidate, and tempt no more 

4 Theſe daring flights, but creep or ere you ſoar ; 
And doubt not but we'll find ſome tender part, 
« Soft, ſentimental, ſtealing to the heart, 260 
« Such as Joun Hos, or or gentle HooLE ſhall pen, 

e (HooLE, if not firſt of bards, the beſt of men) 

« A part that neither makes nor mars the fame, 

* Provokes no praiſe, nor hazards any blame, 264 
« For thoſe who aim too high friend YouNGER knows, 
« If they ſhoot ſhort, may chance to break their bows, 
« And 'twixt his ſtage and our's this difference lies, 

« His is the ſtarting poſt, and our's the prize.” 


Hz 
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He faid, and conſcious that by certain laws | ; ; 

Twas YouncEr's turn to ſpeak, here made a pauſe,; L 1 
But YoUNGER haply had no ſpeech to make, 271 : 

And knew his friend had talk'd for talking ſake, 
So after ſhort debate on this and that, | 2 
Part ſpent in chaffering and part in chat, 1 


The poet dealt his noſe th: emphatic tweak, 279 : 
And ſign'd your terms at ſo much by the week. 3 
HERE, my EL17 A, let me ſpeak apart od 3 =_ \Y 


A few plain words to Lady D——'s heart 


Is there not ſomething ſweeter to the ſenſe | 1 
Than all the fumes that flattery can diſpenſe; 280 \ 


Something above what ſplendor can beſtow, 20 | 

Or all the joys that ſelfiſh mortals know, | 

In conſcious gratitude ? Should fickle Chance 

Depreſs the benefactor and advance 

The creature of his bounty, can you find 285 

A plea to juſtify a thankleſs mindꝰ 

If in life's various journey having paſs'd 

Darkneſs and dangers, we emerge at laſt 

To hght and fafety, who but looks around, T 

If haply ſome kind object may be found, 290. | 

Who in that diſmal ſtage or lent us aid, . 5 

Or ſooth'd our ſorrows, or our wants allay d. e 
Then with what rapture does the heart expand, Un 

If from the tow'ring-heighth, on which we ſtand, _ 

We can look down, and grateful help beſtow 295 

On him, who chear'd us in the vale below ! 51 
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1 
Pavusx then, EL 12 A, thus far in the ſhade 
Of gloomy want your painful track has laid, | 
Wand'ring with needy ftrollers up and down, 299 
Whoſe wardrobe rags ſcarce patch'd you up a gown, 
Pacing with drum on back and ſcraps of ſcenes, 
(The luxury of a cart above your means) 
Then aſk your heart, if in the ſwelling tide 
Of full proſperity you turn'd aſide, | 304 
And feign'd to have loſt remembrance of a face, 
That beam'd on you with pity's angel grace, 
When with a widow'd mother, friendleſs, poor, 
You ſought employment at his bounteous door— 
It cannot be—the ſoul that can beſtow 
On generous ſentiments ſo bright a glow, 310 
Would even in the fiction of a ſcene 
Diſdain to act a character ſo mean; 
Such contradiction never could accord 
With Lapy Ruß x's language to My Lord: | 
In you a ſoleciſm ſo direct | 315 
Both poet and ſpectators would detect, 
And cry, © She's playing CHarLoTTE RuseorT' 8 
part x 
4 With all My LApx's cruelty at t heart 5 


N o, . of all the Theſpian race, 

Can malice mark ingratitude ſo baſq̃ 320 
Talents run wild, beneficence profuſe, 

And wit by pleaſures lur'd into abuſe ; _ 

Theſe and a thouſand foibles they may have, 

Which grieve the prudent and offend the grave, 
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But pride attach'd to his own ſordid ends, 325 
And feign'd forgetfulneſs of humble friends, 
Are crimes unnatural to my gallant train, 


And held from firſt to laſt in juſt diſdain. 


Hair, friends of virtue, menders of mankind, 


Congenial inmates of the poet's mind, 2 30 


Nature's vicegerents, now ordain'd to roll 

The thundering tempeſt that tears up the ſoul, 
Now to ſoft pity man's hard heart to move, 
And melt him into harmony and love: 

To you the ſorrow- loaded boſom owes 335 
A healing intermiſſion from it's throes; 

You are that warning monitor within 

The conſcious breaſt, that checks the purpos'd fin; 
You teach the leſſon to the ſordid elf, 

That tells him man was made for more than ſelf; 
That, prejudice apart, there's ample ſpace 341 
In one large heart for all the human race ; 

How mere a wretch the ſlave to vengeance lives, 

And how ſublime his triumph, who forgives ; 

You paint the dangerous influence of the time, 

And caſt in horrors the ſeducer's crime; 346 
Spread the dread ſcene before the eameſter's eyes, 
Where roll'd in blood the ſelf-deſtroyer lies, 

And to the mercenary parent ſhow. | 
How matches of compulſion lead. to woe. 350 
Hail, friends of virtue! once again I hail 

Your moral art, and could my verſe avail, 
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The Nation's juſtice ſhould redreſs your cauſe, 
And own you for the aſſeſſors of it's laws. 


Waar is it, if, becauſe your humour charms, 
Society receives you in her arms ? 
In your domeſtic annals ſhe may find 


Actions to grace the beſt of human kind; 


Mercy not only painted but poſſeſt, 
And Charity the inmate of the breaſt. 


Does PALMER, when he plays the tyrant's part, 


Feel correſpondent paſſions in his heart ? 

When RicnarD in the fight is overthrown, 
Does Kemsr E's cruelty ſurvive his crown ? 
Let Alk Ix wipe thoſe murd'rous ſtreaks away, 
Mark what philanthropy his looks diſplay ! 


\ 


That in the perfect Actor muſt combine? 

A miracle it is, that ſcarce appears Th 
Once in the circle of a hundred years, 

For by ſome fad fatality it ſeems 

Nature and Art ſtand off at wide extremes; 
Nature will claim man's genius for her own, 
And Art will think her work can ſtand alone ; 
Nature 'tis true at pleaſure can encaſe 

A mighty ſpirit in a narrow ſpace ; 

Heroes we've ſeen in moſt diſtorted ſhapes, 
And poets ſomething leſs like men than apes, 
But ere the finiſh'd Actor we behold 

Nature muſt firſt ſele& her fineſt mould, 


Wu o then the wond'rous talents can define, 
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And when at length ſhe has with hand divine 
Touch'd and retouch'd her exquiſite deſign, 

With grace the form, with feeling ſtor'd the heart, 

The laſt bright poliſh muſt be giv'n by Art. 

But ere to this joint taſk the Dame accords, 383 

Her journeymen ſhall make a thouſand lords. 

Such GARRICK was —of all her works ſupreme — 

Peace to the Dead !—the Living are my theme. 


Now Expectation to the ſultry ſtage 389 
Summons her throng to brave the dog-ſtar's rage ; | 
So call'd, they come—from mortal ſight conceal'd . 3 
I follow'd, and prepar'd you for the field; | N : 
Arm'd and accoutred by celeſtial hands, j 
Aw'd, not oppreſt, the promis'd wonder ſtands ; | 
Loud was the plaudit, for 'twas I inſpir'd ' 395 ! 3 
Thoſe conqu'ring eyes, that claim'd to be admir'd : - : { I 
The Graces circled round you, over head 1 
Bright Victory ſoar'd with eagle wings outſpread, | 7 
Your guardian Genius led the dancing Hours, , 399 AY 
And Fortune ſtrew'd your path with golden flowers: 
This done, I fondly hop'd to fix my throne 
Firm in your heart, and there to reign alone : 4 
Not ſo—for now behold the tearful Queen "2 
With flow majeſtic ſtep and tragic mien 1 
Proudly advanc'd ; a cypreſs branch around 405 x 
Her pallid brow, tiara-like, was bound; _ | 

YouxG's well-trod buſkin in her hand ſhe bore, 
The flowing robe imperial YaTEs had wore, 
With BaRRxX's poiſon'd bowl and dagger dipt in gore, 
C Such 
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1 
Such as in that fam'd ſtrife ſne ſeems to be, 410 
Where by the painter's ſkill 'tis plain to ſee, 
Duty dire&s to her, but love impels to me. 

A WHILE ſhe triumph'd, for your little heart 
Panted to play the Faiz Circassran's part; 414 
Glorious you deem'd it, when from Jul IE T's tomb 
You wak'd to wail your dying Rouko's doom; 
Glorious to force th' unwilling tear to roll, 

And melt the marble of the Critic's ſoul ; 

Glorious to rave and ſtart and ſeem to tear 419 
Thoſe beauteous locks with Phrenſy and deſpair, 

Then with a deep-drawn, laſt, expiring ſigh, 

Smooth your chaſte robe, and ue 105 


Bur ſoon beneath the maſk diſtain'd with tears 

The laughing eye of Comedy appears; | 

The buſkin looſe, unſhackl'd from your feet 425 

Falls off, and to the ſock reſigns it's ſeat : | 

From AB81NGToON you catch the nameleſs grace, 

And in her glaſs of faſhion mould your face, n 

Her trick, her playfulneſs, her very tone, e 

Her every excellence becomes your own, 70 

Seizes each ſenſe and melts into your frame, | | 
Freſh from the dye, another and the ſame. . 1 


 Waar joy now glow'd in honeſt YouncR's breaſt 
Should, if my Muſe could tell it, be expreſt; * 
Wudilſt little Col MAx like a pocket Jove 435 
Look'd on and ſmil'd upon the Queen of Love; . © 


L x9 |] 
For well he knew by preſcience divine | 
That queen would bring much incenſe to his ſhrine 3 
And, for he ſpied his own in your ſucceſs, 
We may preſume he lik'd it none the leſs : 4409 
Therefore the Bard no longer now was dumb, 
Nor anſwer'd only with a ſolemn hum, 
But loud and bold in judgment gave his tongue, 
Vowing *twas wonderful in one ſo young. 


* — 


Ornenxs there were, and not a few, as kind, 
Smiling before the curtain and behind: 


446 'Y 
Of theſe Joun PALMER, a fair portly man, : 
Smil'd like Kino Harxy on his dainty ANNE, 
For Jonx can ſmile, the” in his manly face 4 
Much dignity there 1s and princely grace, 450 


And high he towers above the puiſne hordes 
On two ſtout legs that ſhakes the trembling boards : 
Rich he is not—l wiſh he had the art 
| To treat his ſorrows as he treats his part, 
Never unfold the melancholy page, 
Till the laſt muſic warns him to the ſtage, 
So might he fairly put aſide the evil, | 
And like his DuxsTAN drive away the Devil: 
| | Yet tho” correctneſs never was his boaſt, 
: = PALMER alone is in himſelf a hoſt; 
3 | Nature his guide, his teacher, and his friend, 
He ſcorns the taſk that induſtry can mend; 
In his atchievements drudgery has no ſhare, 
He leaves his memory in the Prompter's care; 
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le at the alter'd cue, | 465 
But keeps his own firm march and daſhes through; 
Vaults o'er the petty ſtops that intervene, 

And ſeizes on the ſpirit of the ſcene ; 

Thus Genius by it's energy oft gains | 
What ſlow-pac'd plodders miſs with all their pains. 5 
And ſay, EL1za, when of late you ſate 92. 
With moralizing Jos EPE tete-I-tete, 

In that half-ſtruggling half-conſenting ſcene, 
Ere'you reſort to the unlucky ſcreen, 

Say, ſince the birth of Comedy, if one 475 © 
Could ever act that Jos H like that Joh x. 


- 


Bur there was one cf more illuſtrious name, 
Whoſe {mile was fortune and whoſe praiſe was fame; 
On his dark brow deliberate wiſdom fate, 

And where his empire reach'd, his will was fate; 
Stern in the ſenate, in his ſocial hours 4381 
Gay as MARK AN TONX with TuULLY's powers; 
What time by him to ſtudious lamps were giv'n 
None knew, his genius ſeem'd the gift of Heav'n; 
Prone though he was to one deſtructive vice, 485 
When duty call'd he ſpurn'd th' ignoble dice; 
Of courage tried, of friendſhip well approv'd, 
Virtue he much admir'd, but Fame he lov'd; 

But having made falſe fame his haplefs choice, 

He thought he heard it in-the people's voice; 490 
Guardian no longer of his country's laws, 25 
Clamour he fed, and took it for applauſe; 

| Lur'd 
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Lur'd to promotn ambition? s factious job, 5 
Became the brawling mouthpiece of a mob, 
Whom- When once taught the pſeudo-patriot's trade, 
He quits and bluſhes for the fools he has made: 496 
Great in himſelf alone, bleſt if he knew. 
| How to ſelect the creditable few, | 
But for the bulk of dunces, whom he leads, 
Tho' nurtur'd in his garden, they are weeds; 500 
Mere funguſſes that mock the planter's toil, 

The vegetating dunghill of the ſoil. _ 


Him in your chains you held, a triumph great 
To manacle the SAuPSsON of the ſtate; | 
But inborn chaſtity your ſoul inſpir'd, 7 {204 
And that was not the virtue he admir'd ; 

Nor when you put the manly habit on 

Was that the dreſs in which he thought you ſhone ; 
So he was to his liberty reſtor'd, 

And, having loſt your Wit, you gain'd a Lord. 510 


Now let us ok o'er part of your career, 

Till on the ſtage of Dxvry you appear, 

Where ABINGTON, her race of glory run, 

No longer now obſcur'd your riſing ſun; 

Here KING, an actor train'd in GARRICE 's ſchool, 

And long experience, held vicegerent rule; 516 

He, more ſagacious, with a Critic's eye 

Saw where your ſtrength ef character would lie; 

With my s Ap S1sTER clos'd the ling'ring ſtrife, 

And fix'd you in the comic caſt for life. 520 
„ And 
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And now, no longer wand”ring from its courſe, 
Your ſtream of genius found its proper force; 
Each form reflecting as it roll'd along 
In colours bright and in reſemblance ſtrong ; 
Nor was that genius only doom'd to ſhed 525 
It's living honours on the ſenſeleſs dead; 
*T was your's to heal the captive general's grief, 


And reſcue the capitulating chief, 


On his dejected brow the wreath you bound, 

And rais'd his ſickly HE IR ESS from the ground; 530 
So rais'd ſhe ſtood—but oh ! fad tale to tell, 
Looſe from your hold the mawkiſh minion fell, 

And falling prov'd to the convicted pit 

That your attractions maſk'd his dearth of wit. 

But harder was the fate of him, who drew 535 


The model of his PARAGON from you, 


Conſcious that malice had falſe judgment paſt 
On his beſt work, he proudly broke the caſt : 
Such is the freakiſh palate of the town, 

Clean viands pall whilſt dirty ones go down : 
But Lavy TEAZ LE deified your name, 

And e'en in SCANDAL's SCHOOL you gather'd fame: 
Whilft gentle JERN1NGHAM efiay'd to climb 
Ambition's ladder in a luckleſs time, 

Aloft he ſaw your form, as thro' the glaſs 545 
The glazier's prentice ſpies his fav'rite laſs, | 
Unheedful of the work he is about, | 

Forgetting ſhe's within, and he without, 

Smit with her charms, his giddy brain turns round, 
And the raſh youth falls thund'ring to the ground. 5 5@ 
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But now our nobles caught the ſcenic rage, 
And RicamonD rear'd an honorary ſtage; 
"Twas then you triumph'd, there you reign'd ador'd 
Preſiding goddeſs of the ducal board. 
From tawdry CENTLIVRE they took the play, 555 
And her's was then the WonDEex of the day: 
But when the WonDEtR's heroine came in view, 
All wonder'd how ſhe had been drill'd by you, 
And ſaw th' ingenious ſculptreſs was at ſtrife 
With her own marble, which was neareſt life. 560 
Then, then your own gay lord the cork drew out 
Of his vis cor, and let it ſpout, 
So fierce it foam'd, ſo rapidly it run, 
E'en Dacctr MASRHE had own'd himſelf outdone ; 
Nor ſhould I much have wonder'd then to find, 56 5 
That it recall'd poor YouNGER to your mind; 
But ſome will doubt if your illuſtrious ſpouſe, 
Or old Six. PETER, made the merrier houſe, 
And think that one poor coach-horſe, which you rode, 
Carried more fame than fix have fince beſtow'd: 570 
And can you now 1n your meridian blaze 
See your old Mate contract his ſetting rays? 
Can you paſs by his humble door, and think 
A kind remembrance could your greatneſs fink ? 
Man is but man—ſtrong was his mental power 575 
Till fortune ſerz'd him in a thoughtleſs hour, 
Stript his brave heart of all it's comforts bare, 
Save what integrity had planted there: 
For him I drop the tear, for him, when death 
Shall launch his dart, I'll weave the fun' ral wreath, 580 
24 On 
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| „ | 
On his cold grave the faireſt flowrets fling, 
And bid my SHERIDAN his requiem ſing. 


j An, Poet, early loy'd, and early loſt, . 
| Where art thou ? in what whirling eddy toſt ? 
In what gulph whelm'd? Could not that brilliant wit, 
Bright as AeoLLo's, find a kinder Pit 586 
In your own theatre? a fuller hoard 
In WzsLEY's lockers than the Treas'ry board? 
What have your ragged BzGumMs done for you, 
That the Nine Siſters could not better do? 
Would not Parnaſſus furniſh freſher bays 
| Than puzzling Winynam's metaphyſic maze ? 
1 = What from Duxpas's temples can you tear, 
3 

| 


$99 


But prickles harden'd in North Britiſh air ? 
A trophy dearly bought, of which poſſeſt, 
Jou find it but a thiſtle at the beſt. 

1 Turn, turn to me! of the Pierian ſpring 
| Drink yet again, and ſtretch your ſoaring wing! 
1: - Of many, ah! too many, tho” bereft, 

| Still has your cauſe ſome ſtout ſupporters left. 
| „ . be ſure, to do your Muſe a grace, | 
Fo Wou'd ceaſe her LA BO VRS for the Baunswick race, 
| - 9h : "Proud for your brow the laurel wreath to twine, 
E* 1 .* Lop off one hero from the royal line; 
ane Nature's own. I found her ſuch, 
Nor mama the copy by a ſingle touch, 

1 88 i -. The finiſh'd work ſuch high perfection bore, 
Alt cou'd add nothing, Nature give no more. 
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Ap has not K EMBL E his propitious hours, 
Unparallel'd in perſon as in powers? 4: ST - 
A man, whoſe genius in extremes is caſt, 

Firſt out of fight, or out of compaſs laſt ; 

One, who no terms with ſtage-recorders keeps, 

But ſoars above them, or below them creeps ; 

Sooner than ftem with thoſe who make the play, 615 
He'll check his ſpeed, and give the race away : | 
As learned SERJEANT, HILL your patience tries, 
With caſe on caſe, till haply one applies, 

So with like patience muſt his audience wait 

On KEMBLE, til he chuſes to be Great, 620 
Put up with readings any thing but true, 

Cut like light guineas to be coin'd anew, 

Till from his torpor all at once he ſtarts 
Magnificent, and flaſhes on your hearts 

From Atna's top the proſpect how ſublime! 625 

But that to reach, how great the toil and time! 
From Roscivs to Garricx—if you will, 

From Eschyus to SHAKSPEAR—higher ſtill— 
Cull the whole world of actors, man by man, 

And rival his PENRU DDO ck, if you n. 630 | 
What ail'd you, iron-cheſted bard, to write 
That libellous pert thing in peeviſh ſpite? 
Faint ſtrokes of humour here and there if one 
Gleams, as on dunghil gleams a pebble ſtone, 
Ah filly fencer, you've not plac'd a hit; 5 633 | 

You ſhould have had leſs malice, or more wit. 


e 
Or you to ſpeak, great Sippoxs, I forbear, 

Above my praiſes, and beneath my care; 
Ere to this bulk of grandeur you were grown, 
Tve heard Dame Nature boaſt you for her own, 640 
But Nature is driv'in out by flattery's blaſt, 
As fire is quell'd by puffing it too faſt. 
Your voice, ſo tuneful once, is now become 
The leaden echo of a muffled drum ; 
Now breaks upon the ear, now dies away, 7 645 
Like toll of diſtant bell in guſty day; 
Shifting by fits from this to that extreme, 
The croak of ravens, or the peacock's fcream ; 
While thus, as by hyſteric ſtarts, you ſpeak, | 
You might as well rehearſe your part in Greek; 650 
I this is pathos, this the tragic tone, | 
Nature diſclaims it, it is all your own. | 
Hor k 1ws, good dame, her cool diſmiſſion takes, 
And wide, heav'n knows, muſt be the gap ſhe makes. 
SM1TH dwells at eaſe by old Saint Edmund's Croſs, 
And leaves the echoes to bewail his loſs. 656 
Oh, when he led his troops to Boswor tn fight, | 
1 pitied the poor pale-fac'd ſcout his fright ; 

One at a time, he made five Ricamond's fall, 
Had there been five at once, he'd kill d them all; 666 
So loud he called to horſe, they heard the ſhout 

At Hyde Park Corner, and the grooms led out. 

How great is PACKER in the ſleeping ſcene 
Of good old Duncan! ſtaunch had he not been 
When Sur EH ſo bellow'd, actor of leſs note 665 
Had ſtarted out of bed and fav'd his throat. Ws 

| - Moopr, 


* 7 
Moop v, altho' not number d with the a. 
Has ſtruck his AUSTRIAN CoLovss, and is fled, 
BENSLEY has ſtrutted out his ſcenic day, 
And put Mal vol 10 on the ſhelf for aye. _ 70 
PAxsoxs is loſt—I mourn for Fox Es 1 HT's 5 
And BADDELY lives only in his CAk ; 
Whilft time ſtill: threatens, falſely as I hope— - 
Oh, ſtab to chaſtity to raviſh Por E. 7 


Bur tho' that raviſher has thin'd the band, 67 5 
The reſt ſhall rally at their chief's command, 5 
Soon as his call convokes them to their poſt, 

In names and numbers no ignoble hoſt: 
Theſe in review, need any bard deſpair, 
If Joxp Ax ſerves, and BANNISTER be there? 680 
Like faithful ABDIEI, he, untaught to yield, 

Flames in the front of every well fought field, 
Whether his gay excurſive courſe he bends, | 
Paſt the fix'd land-marks, where my empire ends, 
To flowery wilds of fanciful romance, 685 
Where the Fauns gambol and the Fairies dance; | 
Or with the firm battalion in array 

Marches wherever honour points the way, 

In every character he ſets to view, 
For ever pleaſing, and for ever new : 690 
And wherefore has he this peculiar art? 1235 
Why, but becauſe he has a feeling heart? 

And let him learn, if yet that truth's 

Tt hat Ry: s tender province is his own, | 
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And he who doubts, if this aſſertion's good, 695 
Let him attend the CHILDREN In Thg Wood; 


Let Rog Ix's joy, let SnxvA's patient ſigh 
A confirmation of this truth ſupply: 


Friend, huſband, father, ſon Well may he play 


I ̃ hbeſe parts, which he rehearſes every dax. 700 


Axp now what means that chilling diſcontent, 
Which ſour ill-nature is ſo apt to vent? 


| Why that eternal wailing o'er the dead, 

As if all excellence with them had fled ? 

Would they revive in theſe enlighten'd dans 705 
 FLrErtcnxR's or Mass1NGER's licentious plays? 
No, they would hoot the author from the ſtage, 


Who dar'd to ape the language of that age. 

Is WycuzrLEy's a drama to endure ? - | 

Is Joxsox delicate! Is SHADWELL pure? 71 0 
Where is the decency of CoxcREVE's ſcene? 

The moral where of CxxTL1ivez or BERN? 
Why then extol what Satyrs ſcarce would bear, 
And hunt them down, whom virtue deigns to hear? 
Yet this is {till the cant of that ſmall fr, 715 


Who ſtun our ears with their diurnal cry: 


Not but there's much that Critics might amend, 


Full buſineſs for the cenſor and the friend, 


Marauders, that correction ſhould reclaim, 


Coſſacks, that forge commiſſions in my name, 720 


Quacks, that by magnetizing tricks provoke _ 
Contemptuous laughter, and then boaſt the ſtroke; 


But 
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But where's the Quixote, that will undertake, 
To fight theſe windmills for the Muſe's fake, - 
While their own puffers conjure up a wind, 725 
That fills their wallets with the meal they grind? 
Reform your poets No, reform your pit. 
The dunces, that take mummery for wit; | 
Reform your gallery-roarers, that in place 
Of genuine nature bellow for grimace, 130 
Thoſe aſinine applauders, for whoſe praiſe 
FARLEY compoſes, and Bor oN A plays; | 
For ſuch an audience let GRIMALDI write, 
And Lewis fink a genius, once my right. ff 
Not at your authors rail, ye critic elves,, 93g 
Rail at your own vile taſte, and mend yourſelves. 
Room for the Dancers! —PARISNJr appears, 
Lift up your eyes, and crouch your aſſes ears! 
Is this the Muſe's temple, this the ſnrine, 


Which SHAKsPEAR hallow'd with bis Qrais divine 5 
This is invaſion prefac'd by gen id bom obs. 
A revolution dictated in France, oY bet: : 1904 ; 


Who, ere ſhe ventures open war to we. & Of 
Aſſaſſinates the genius of your ſtagee _ 
As pilfering knaves before they rob a 8 1 


Silence the houſe dog with a poiſon d ſop / - 
Britons, defenders of your fame, ariſl! . 
Can you behold theſe ſcenes with tedfaſt eyes? | 
Unbluſhing can you join the rabble's ſnout, 74g 
While the ſham'd actor bawls his nonſenſe out? 
And you, dread Sire, your ſhelteriſſg grace end. 
Your FRO S TR" be the Muſe's friend 
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Before your throne two ſuppliant ſiſters ſtand, 
Both need your aid, both aſk your foſt'ring hand, 
Ardent alike their duty to approve, 271 +0 
Why ſhou'd the younger thus engroſs your love? 
Say, ſhall the laviſh chief of Dzury-Lanz 
Weave the proud canopy, but weave in vain ? 
Shall crowns and trophies rich in gold emboſs'd 
To worms and moths deſpondingly be toſt ? 760 
Patron of arts, your pardon can I need, 
If to your clemency for him I plead, | 
Who, in the brighteſt period of your reign, 
Rear'd to the Britiſh Muſe a ſplendid fane, | 
And there inſcrib'd a record of his fame, 65 
That ſhall to diſtant * waft his name b 


Sixcx the firſt hag on 8 — fores 
Let Sa L Is BUR T fay, or cauſe it to be ſaid, 
If one mob- word, one democratic joke, 115 
Has mov'd his pen to damn it with a ſtroke; 770 
Poet and wit himſelf, yet be it known, 
No grace by him to wicked wits is ſhewn, 
eee rife. bis, o 


| aw you; Eufz A, No midſt n . 
Fold commerce now with real Kings and Queens, 
You, let me hope, ſome happy hour will . | 

When Majeſty unbends, to ſerve the Mule, 
Set her unſhaken loyalty to view; | 

: And pn foro) hoof has ks you, 5 
Atot 


0 x FT. I 
4 the F as avert Ola Drury: s ane 180 
id, And ſave the ancient temple of your fame; Nas | pra 
7551 _ So, if no crime has drawn this vengeance down, | 
et FF She may divide the favour of the Crownz © 
She loads your bounty with no weighty taſk, 
| \ But HALF A CROWN, is no great boon to aſk. 5 
1 That grace conceded to your friendly Stage, 736 
760 Tow will but pay her, as you paid 92995 PAGE. 


AND now no a mine, but Fortune” 8 l 
Beware, EL Iz A, how you are beguil'd | 
: By that blind mother; that deceitful dame, - 790 


765 Who gives you titles, but can't give you fame. 
Pride is a {elf-tormentor at the beſt; 
8 Humility can never be depreſt, : ' 
as ſprea | Sweet is her ſleep, pride toſſes ill at eaſe, 2046 7% 


Like SnENSTONE“'s ſhepherd in his ſwarm of bees, 
22 Who, as they murmur'd round him on the wing, 
77% | Slept ſound indeed, if he ne'er felt them ſting : 
r Ingratitude will bring the loftieſt low, 
And ſcorn becomes: not &'en the monarch's brow, 


own. But when ſoft eyes aſſume the haughty ſtare, 300 

I Farewel the Cupids, that were ambuſh'd there! © : 5 
nes FF Guard then the ſtation. that you owe to me, „55 4 ; 
eens, ' Launch d from my port you tempt 4 treach'rous ſea; 3 8 
ſe, Ne dangers with new dignities commence, 304 


Your ſock thrown off, you quit your beſt defence: 
I gave the ſceptre, which you now reſign; + 
I was in your pow'r once, now you're iu mine: 


; 7 5 5 8 8 5 
5 A Muſe 
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ſhelter'd from the ſtroke 
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A Muſe inſulted is not apt to ſpare, 


Lifted to Fortune's ſlippery height, beware 


Whilſt the low ſhrub 1s 
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Th' indignant gale tears up the lordly oak. 
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